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occasion we were nearly being embroiled, though
quite innocently, in a serious " Fracas."

It was in a cafe on the outskirts of the town.
In every public room, be it post-house, hotel,
restaurant, or government office, there is a portrait
of His Majesty the Czar, flanked in a corner by the
" Ikona," or Sacred Image. Ignorant of the custom
' of the country, Lancaster and I one evening en-
tered one of these places without removing our hats.
The room was crowded, for it was a public holiday,
and all were more or less under the influence of
copious libations of vodka and other dinnks they had
imbibed during the day. Seating ourselves at a
small table in their midst, I was not a little surprised
to feel, the moment after, a violent blow at the
back of my head, and at the same moment to see
nay hat whizzing through the air to the other side of
the " Salle." We were both armed, but luckily for
ourselves had the presence of mind to keep our
revolvers in our pockets. Had they been produced,
I doubt if either of us would have left the place
alive. Fortunately the owner of the cafe spoke
French, and apologizing for the conduct of his
guests, explained that the sole cause of their annoy-
ance was that we had omitted to doff our hats to
the Czar's picture. The affair was soon settled,
for the gentleman who had assaulted us came up
and profusely apologized for his conduct in not
knowing that we were unacquainted with the cus-
toms of the country ! There must have been fifty
or sixty Siberians (all more or less drunk) in the
place. Had there been a third that number, or even
half, I should have felt sorely tempted to go for the